dues. I know enough to make trouble for him,
and 1 know where to tokig my knowledge. Ho
will not find it easy to shut my mouth afterwasd,
except with good broad gold pieces,

“Enfin, are you t ng me the hour?” I said
fmpatient!y. I was {ll at caze; my only wish was
to get the errand done and be gone,

He lajd a hand on my sh r and ade
bend to him, ana even then spoke 8o low I co
gearce catch the words,

“They have fixed positively on t ht, 1T

1

"1 o
by this doot

will leave and take thi
gcribed last night to M. Gervals. They will start
as soon ns the streets are i § tin

tween ten and eleven. 'They
to reach the gate, and the &
In all likelihood they will

16 .
an houar
f twelve,
a

a ant befor
aet out before

not
quarter of eleven; M. le Duc does not care to Lie

reocognized."”
So they planned to Iiil 1acas at mons

tha
ia

! Neux-gris had not dared to tell
had looked me stralght in the fae

the cross no harm was meant 1o 1 i
less, the thing looked ugly. My heart leaps »

at the next words:

“Also Vigo will go."”

“Vigo!"

*Not so loud! You will have
Yes, he is to go. At 1
even him, he dc-;ir»x! ‘1'4.

secret. Jut this md
5&‘}3?! confidence, and nothing would Serve ‘th'_‘
| nan dbut to go. He watches over monsieur ke
! m hen over a chick."”

“Th it will be thres to three” T sald. Y

though Gervals, Yeux-giris and Pontou, for of
rga I would take no part in it

co“'x’rlxrco to two: Lucas will not fight.”

¢ YLucas must be a poltroon, indeed!

I %But Vigo end monsleur”——1 began.

“Aye, they are quick enough with thelr swords.
Your side must be gquicker, that's all. If you are
sudden enough you can easily kill the duke before

draw.”
‘ho’rcﬁr; of wonds like thunderbolts! All the thun-
der of heaven could not have whelmed me like
those words. Yeux-gris and Nls ocatha! It was
the duke, after all!
£ [ could not speak. I looked I know not how.
i was dusky in the arch.
Bl‘x‘tltnsmmds gimple,” he went on. “But, three of
as you are, you will have trouble with Vigo.
That is all. I have told you all. T must get back
before I am missed. Good luck to tho enterprise.”

Still I stood ke a block of wood.

“Tell M. Gervais to remember me,” he sald, and
opening the door passed in. I heard him lock and
boit it after him, and his footsteps hurrring down

@ PASSageway.
m’l’!x:cm lgcnmo to myself and eprang to the door
and beat upon it furfously. But if he heard he
was afraid to respond. After a futile moment
that seemed an hour I rushed out of the arch and
around to the preat gate,

The grilles wera closed as before, but the sen-

‘s face, luckily, was strange to me.
ug‘Open! open!” I shouted, breathless. *“T must
gee M. le Duc!”

“Who are you?' he demanded, staring.

“My name {5 Broux. I hava news for M. In

Puc. Let me in. 1t 18 a matter of 1ife and death.”

“Why, I suppose, then, I must let you in,'" that
good fellow answered, drowing back the bolts.
“But yvou must wait here till"”

The gate was open. I took base advantage of
him by sliding under his arm and shooting across
the court up the steps to the house. The door

stood open. and a couple of lackeys lounged on a
Yench in the hall.

M. le Due!” I cried. “I must soe him!"

They jumped up, the picture of bewilderment.

“Who are you? 7" cried

nard on us!
ir did not tell
wp this vislt to the

171 sor
viZo

first monsi¢

ke
hae took

yriine
THing

How came you here?
the quicker-tongued of the two.

“The sentry opened for me. Where am T o Ind
af. le Duc? I must see him! I have news!”

“\. le Duc sees no one to-day,” the esecond
Jackey announced pompously.

“put T must see him, 1 tell you," I répeatel.
I had completely lost what little head T ever had;
{t seemed to me that if I conld not see M. le Duc
on the Instant I should find him weltering in his
gore. “I must see him,"” I cried, parrot-like. “It
is a matter of life and death."

“From whom do you come?"”

“That's my affair. Enough that T come with
news of the highest moment, You will be sorry
if you do not get me quickly to M, le Due.”

They looked at each other, somewhat impressed,

“T will go for M. Constant,” sald the one who
had spoken first

Constant was Master of the Household: M. le
Duc had inherited him with the estate and kept
him in his place for old time’ ke. He w old,

fussy and self-important, ¢ 1a] no friend to

ind o

en he
ling In
agy ) 1
1
Vi e, ] te ut”
v pald no heed. Not one of tham—say
t I¥ir } o Co nt—knew me as ot
s habbv felloy a -
] g. Th
oor 1 D my 8
sudd &4 ring 14 (
What i t riumj
6l 1«
The 1z halted dead and I erfed out joyfully:
“Vis
red, strid-

"igo.” the big man answ
d “Who are

Broux,

you?

“Felix

not

By the saints!

he
le Duc’s hall,

11

will

v
you

in his volre the guards
n me.

have news for monsienr
1t nioment. [ am come on

And I am stopped in the hall

r lackeys.”

He looked at me sternly.

“This {3 not one of your fooleries, Fellx?”
“No, M. Vigo."

“Come with me.”

UTL.—A Divided Duty.

HAT was Vigo's way. The tough-

est snar] untangled at his touch.

He had more sense and fewer alrs

than any other, he saw at once

that 1 was in earnest; and Con-

stant's voluble protests were as

g0 much wind. The title does not

nake the man. Though Constant was the Master

of the Household and Vigo only Equerry, yet

Vigo ruled every comner of the establishment and

every man {n it save only monsieur, who ruled
him.

He sald mo word to me as we climbed the broad
stair; nelther reproved me for the fracas nor ques-
tioned me about my coming. He would not pry
Into monsieur's businass, and save as 1 concerned
monsieur he had no interest in me whatsoever,
He led the wuay straight into an antechamber,
where a page sprang up to bar our passage.

“No one may enter, M. Vigo, not even you. M.
le Duc has ordered f{t WVhy, Felix! You in
Paris!”

"1 enter,” sald Vigo; and sweeplug
ke knocked loudly.

T came last night,"” I found time to say under
my breath to my old comrade before the door was
opened, )

The handsome secretary whom I had taken for
the count stood In the doorway looking asksuce

Marcel aside

at us, He knew me at once and wondered.
“You cannot enter, Vigo. M. le Duc is occu-
pled.”

He made to shut the door, but Vigo's foot was
over the slll

*“Natheless, I must enter,” he answered un-
abashed, and pushed his way into the room.

“Thon you must answer for it," returned the
gecretary with a scowl that sat {1l on his delicats
face,

“You shall answer for {t {f It turns out a mare's
nest,” said Vigo in a low, meaning voice to me.
But I hardly heard him. I passed him and Lucas
and flew wn the long room to monsieur.

M. ie Due was seated before a table heaped with
papers. He had been wutching the scene at th
door in surprise and anger. He looked at me with
a sharp frown, while the deer hound at his feet
ches growling.
oland!* I sald "he dog sprang up and came

1id.

i
i

th

its 1

“Felix Broux!" monsieur exclaimed with his
quick, wrrm smlile—a smile no man in France
could muteh for radlance.

I ha’sx no thought of kneellng, of m
sance, of walting permission to spea

iking obel-

“Monsleur,” I cried, half choked, “there i3 a
plot—a vile plot to mur«

‘“Where? At St Qu

“No, mounsieur, Her¢
to-night when you go t

g to )

Monsieur sprang
Lucas turned white,

eur cried:

“How, in

word
word.

- owm

God's ne

Now, Felix Broux, lct

strugzling to put the case
e plot by accident, I dla
i for a long time it was you swho were the
victil When 1 found that 1 camo straight
hi to yeu. Monsienr, there are four men in the

11
Ous

plot, one of them has stood my friend.”
And my ¢ ssin!”
“Ho 18 g | k-heated villain!" I acknowledged.
0 harm was meant to you. He
it w ' a4 private grudge against M.
1 But when one of them Jet out the truth 1
can e .,Y 16 !
113 s likely true sald Vigo, “for he was
roady to kill the men who barred his way.'”
“You were In a pot to kill my secretary!’ |

"1 eried.

ime.
il struck me,” I mxmm'r-d: A ¢
t was fair enough. And thoy

fonsleur's contemptuous eyes shrivelled me as
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an fan,  This morning [ came to your gate, but
the guard would not jet me enter. 1 was so mad
to see you, monsieur, that when you drove out i
m your coach step’'-—

monsieur, a new light bLreaking in
upon him, “that was you. Felix? 1 did not know
you. I was (inz of other matters. And Lucas
took you for a miscreant. Now I am sorry.”

If 1 had been a noble he could not have spoken
franker apology. But at once he was stern again,

“"And hecause my secretary took you in all good
faith for a posslble assussin and struck you to
save me you turn traitor and take part in a plot
to set on him and kill him! I had belleved that
of some hired lackey, not of a Broux."

“Monsieur, I was wroug—a thousand times
wrong. | knew that as soon as I had sworn. And
when I found it was you they meaut . came to
you, oath or no oath.”

“Therns spoke the Broux!" cried monsieur with
hiz brilllang smile. “Now you are Felix. Who
wre my wotld-be murderers?”

We bhad come around in s circle to the place

BPrAng up «

YAh" s

us get to the bottom of Paris last night, and, since {t was late, lodged at he loved falrness and ever strove to do the just

thing, and his patience was the finer that {t was
not his nature. His lenlency fired me with a sud-
den hope.

“Mousieur, there are four of them {n the plot.
But cne cannot be as vile as the others, since he
saved my life, Monsieur, 2 I toll you will you iet
that ane go?"

“1 shall do as I see fit,”” he answerdd, all the
duke. Felix, will you speak?"

“If monsicur will promise to let him go''—

“Insolence, sirrali! 1 do not bargain with my
servarnts.”

His words were like whips. I flinched before his
proud anger, and for the second time stood with
hanging head awalting his sentence. And again
he did what I could not guess. He cried out:

“Felix, you are blind, besotted, mad. You know
not what to do. I am in constant danger. The
city is filled with my enemies. The Leagues hate
me and are ever plotting mischief agalnst me.
Every day thelr mistrust and hatred grow. 1 did
a bold thing In coming to Paris, but I had a great
end to serve—to pave a way into the capital for
the Catholie king and bring the land to neace,
For that I live in hourly jeopardy and risk my life
te-night on foot in the streets. If I am killed
more than my Ufe {3 lost. The Church may lose
the king and this dear France of ours be harried
to a desert in the civil wars!”

I had braced mpyself to bear monsleur's anger,
but tais unlooked-for appeal plerced me through
and through. All the love and loyalty in me—
and I had much, though it may not have sesmed
€0—rose In answer to moneieurs call. 1 fell on
my knees before him, choked with sohs.

Monefeur's hand lay on my head as he sald
quietly:

*Now, Fellx, speak.”

I answeged huskily:

“Would monsieur have me turn Judas?™

“Judas betrayed his master.”

It was my last stand. My last redoubt had
fallen. I ralsed my head to tell him all.

Maybe it was the tears in my eyes, but as |
lifted them to M. le Duc I sawv—not him, but Yeux-
gris—Yeux-gris looking at wme with warm good
vill, as he had looked when he was saving me from
Gervals. I saw him, I say, plain before my eyes.
The next instant there was nothing but monsieur's
face of rising {mpatience,

I rose to my feet and sald:

“Kill me, monsieur; I cannot tell.”

“Nom de dieu!" he shouted, springing up.

I shut my eyves and walted. Had he slaln me
then and there it were no more than my deserts.

“Monsieur,” said Vigo fmmovably, “shall I £O
for the boot?"

I opened my eyes then. Monsleur stood quite
still, his brow knotted, his hands clerfched as {f to
keep them off me.

“Monsleur,” I sald, “eend for the bhoot, the
thumbscrew, whatever you please. I deserve |
and I will bear it. Monsleur, it {s not that T wi{
not tell. It {s romething stronger than I. I can.
not.”

He burst {nto an angry laugh.

“Say you are possessed of a devil and T will hr
lleve {t. My falth! though you are a low-born laqd
and I Duke of St. Quentin I seem to be getting
the worst of it.”

“There is the boot, monsieur.”

Monsieur laughed again, no less angrily,

‘“That does not help me, my good Vigo.
not torture a Broux."”

‘There monsieur {s wrong. The lad has been
disloyal and insolent if he i{s a Broux.”

“Granted, Vigo," sald M. le Duc. But he dld
not add, “Fetch the hoot.”

Vigo went on with steady persistence. “He has
not been loyal to momsieur and his interests by
refusing to tell what he knows. And if he goes
counter to monsfeur's interests he is a traitor,
Broux or no Broux. He has no claim to be treat-
ed as other than an enemy. These are serinous
times. Monsleur does not well to play with his
dangers. The boy must tell what he knows. Am
I to go for the boot, monsieur?”

M. le Duc was silent for a moment while the
hot flush that had sprung to his face died away.
Then he answered Vigo:

“Nevertheless it is owing to Felix that I shall
put walk out to meet my death to-night."

The secretary had stood silent for a long time
fingering nervously the papers on the table. He
had forgotten his presence, when now he stepped
forward and said:

"'I!”I might be permitted a suggestion, moa-
sleur''—

Monsieur sllenced him with a shzxrp gesture,

“Fellx Broux," he sald to me, “you have been
following a bad plan. No man can run with the

I can-

sieur a man to mind risks?
Comte.”

No; It 1s M. le

1

I started like a gullty thing, remembering what %

Yuex-gris had told me, and I, wrapped in my petty
troubles, had forgotten. Monsleur had lost his only
son. And I had chosen this time to defy him!

“How long ago was {t?" I asked in a hushed
volee,

“Since M. le Comte left ua?
weeks next Friday."”

“How did he die?"

“Die?" echoed Marcel.
no! deadt™

It was my turn to stare,

“Then where {s he?”

“It would be money in my pouch if I knew, What
made you think him dead, Felix?"

“A man told me s0.”

“Pardien!” he cried
“When? Who was {t?"

“To-day. I do not know the man’s name.”

"It seems you know very little. Pardieu! I do
not believe M. le Comte is dead. What else did
your man say?"

d ",\“:‘wthmg. He only sald the Comtes de Mar was
ead.”

“Pshaw! I don’t bhelleve it. You believe everys
thing you hear because you are just from the coun-
try. No; If M. le Comte were dead we should
hear of it. Oh, certainly, we should hear.”

“But where is he, then? You say he is lost.”

“Aye. He has not been seen or heard of since
the day they had the quarrel.”

‘“Who quarrelled?”

“Why, he and monsleur,” answered Marcel In a
lower volce, pointing to the door of toe {nner room,
“M. le Comte has been his own master too long to
take kindly to a hand over him; that {s the whols
of it. o has a qulck temper. S0 has monsieur.”

But I thought of monsieur's wonderful patience,
and I cried:

“Shame!™

“What now?"”

“To speak like that of monsleur.”

“Enfin, it {s true, He is none the worse for
that. But I suppose {f monsleur had a cloven hoof
one must not mention ft.**

“One would get his head broken.”

“Oh, you Broux!" he cried out. *I have not
seen you for half a year. I had forgotten that
‘with you the St. Quentins rank with the saints.”

“You—you are a hired servant. You come to
monsieur as you might come to anybody. With
the Broux it is different,” 1 retorted angrily. Yet
I could not but know {n my heart that any hired
servant might have served monsieur better than
I. My boasted loyalty—what was it but lip ser-
vice? 1 suild more humbly: shaw! [t is no
great matter. Tell me about the quarrel.”

“And so I will if you're eivil. In'the first place,
thers was the question of M. le Comte’s marriage,”

“What! is he married?"

*“Oh, by no means. Monsfeur wouldn't have it.
You see, Felix,"
importance, “we're Navarre's men aow."”

“Of course.” said 1.

“1 suppose you wou

It wlill be threo

“You erazy fellow, he is

in some excitement,

Id say ‘of course’ just ke
that to Mayenne himself. You greenhorn! It is
as muoch as our lives are worth t side openly with
Navarre. The League may attack us any day.”

“L know,” I said uneasily, Lvery cliance word
Marce! spoke seemed to dye my guilt the deeper,
“But what has this to do with M. le Comte’s mar-
riage?” 1 asked him.

“Why, he was more than half a Leaguer.
haps he is one now.

Per-

Some say he and monsieur

were at daggers drawn about politic but I ware
rant it was about Mlle. de Montlue, They call her
the Rose of lLorraine, She's the Dnke of Maye-

And we're
iteh for mons
iimself favorea
ildn’t hear of it

enne's own and housemate
king's men, s0 of course it was
sieur's gon. 1 say Maye
the marriage, our dukop
Howeveér, the bace
Grammont.”

*And who mray he be?”

*“He's a cousin of
Comte are as thick as thieves.
Parls they lodged togetiier., So when M

cousin

10 ¢

wi
bone of the trouble was M. de

but

and M, le
Before we came to
le Comte

» house. He

came here he brought M, de Grammont, Dare [
speak {1l of monsieur's cousin, Felix? For [ would
say, at the risk of a bro hoad. that he is a

You never

sour-faced churl. You cannot deny it
saw him."

“No, nor M. le Comte cither

“Why. you have secn M. le Comte!"

“Never. The only time he came to St. Quentin
I was laid up in bed with 4 strained leg. I missed

the chase. Don’t 1 remembe

v

|
,

Marcel sald in a tone deep wlth\¢

!

I}

‘.

/i
T

“Why, you are right; that was the time you fel} =

‘“You have been Ta) 1onsieu hare and hunt with the hounds. You are either my out of the buttery window when you were stealing 3
me. o A 1A {s known. You leave the house to-ni; loyal servant or my enemy, one thing or the other. tarts and Margot got after you with the broome
::[‘1‘:"“. m”'”,‘,:,'vm”. f‘A B },",'"?; ’f, aony quarter of 11 to go in t to the Now I am loath to hurt you. YQu have seen how stick., I remember very well.” 5
h, Vigo will s f'.lr‘}' n do for leave by the little door in the alley"— I am loath to hurt you. I give you one more He was for calling up all our old pranks at the
i1 .I.”'mE G ONBRI AR SR DR SR CR =) !" breathed Vigo chance to be honest. Go and think it over. If In chateau, but it was little joy to me to think on s
FOUE o L Y T half an hour you have decided that you are my thoge fortunate days when I was monsieur's favor
L hRAirecoveied nyselSamil oienl <Ttho true man, weli and good. If not, by St. Quentin, {te. I sald:
to rem -;r.lu-r. the na Jgaxe t;:“ we will see what a flogging can do!" “Nay, Marcel, you were telling me of M. le
TRt e 8 A R Comte and the quarrel.”
- parted in leisure n uj E sy toid. You see, M. le
eted it and departed in lelsur 1 up = Oh, as for that it {s easy toic g
ula;r!‘ ) U]rl' zha”cs'nndre'enen“e'mdr“" Comte and this Grammont took no interest in
The other was not grar ross-examin - - ‘s affalrs, 1 hey had very little to sa
The other was not too grand to cross-examine NPLEASED but unprotesting VIgo monsieur's affairs, and t )'h .l \c‘r) l' » ? say
me. ) . led ¢ into. '‘th t to him and he to them. They hgd plenty of friends
“What sort of news have vou? Do you come eur deman nﬂ of e me ou ‘n o 6 anteroom. in Paris, Leaguers or not, and they used to go
T he king?" he asked {n a lowered volce. L at me. His keen hose men who judged by the about amusing themselves. But at last M. de d
from the king A 1a - )
*No," 8 . to Vigo, the two outside of things and, knowing cuypymont hadl such a run of bad luck at the tables
“From M. de Valere?” men who had shi ence. The secre- Vigo's iron ways, sald that he (1.4 he not only emptied his own pockets but M.
“No."” tary cried out: ruled monsieur, were wrong. le Comte's as well. I will say for M. le Comte
“Then who the devil are v ! “You not that I betrayed The blg equerry gave me over to the charge of {)at he would share his last sou with any one who
n 243 that h
#Tollx Broux of St. Quer " Jyou Marcel and returned to the inner room. Hardly ggpeq. "
“Ah, St ( ! if he found that  Viro gald eyes never left had the door closed behind him when the page  «Ang go would any St. Quentin,” :
rather tame SRAS g burst out: , “Oh, you are always piping up for the St. Quen=
4Na. T d hin 1 1 1 tell you?" N nsy u “What {s i1t? What Is the coil? What have you ¢ing
This news is for monslieur.” titink ft ‘.\‘ “1 sl done, Felix?" “He should have no need In this house."
“It won't reach monsleur unless you learn enla ne Now you can guess I was too sick-hearted for We jumped up to find Vigo standing behind us
lteness townrd the gentlemen of his household” Ay 9,0 ! chatter,” I had defled and disobeyed my liege lord;  «ywpa¢ have you been saying of monsieur?”
he retorted. » L . I could never hope for pardon or any man's re- “Nothing, M. Vigo,” stammercd the page. *“I
We we: lively q 1 when Is 1 ho he 1 gald, Impelled to o spect. They threatened me with flogging; well, onio"carq M. le Comte’——
Constant : . ant and J ok 1 I did not like nim o d0r 1t let them flog. They could not make my back any = wyoy are not to discuss M. le Comte. Do you
ttig lackes it ind two to v r . yrs SOTET than my consclence was. For I had not the hoar?'
1 ) 1 n ' C rar ’ TR v ’ v ’ 2 : oL H
lnckeys nnd a pac 1 had somelip ‘ y recovered ‘B, le Ducl®” I criex’ “‘I must see him, It is a matter of life and death!’” satistaction in my trouble of thinking that I had ~‘yee . Vigo.”
3 : Rk il L o done right. '\1‘”"”"""” \‘\"}"“” gh(;.uld h"“l'" been  wmppop obey. And you, Felix, I shall have a lite
£ LY ! : N \ ] ; . : my first consideration. What was Yeux-gris, per- . o ¢ jeu’ with you shortly.”
L3003 Felix: 1 MH ritoime, Yoy " vels in logl, ' b bt BALRIOR bcrf“f" aag ?mre: b Muﬂf I:‘g.l“\- wa Jured scoundrel. in comparison with M. le Duc? (lt“ ‘\'-]4 l\~0u will, M. Vigo,” I sald hopelessly,
I 1 ! } \ n of St Quer Mousieur, 1 will .u-ll vou all ‘1(-("(JTL you coul¢ And yet I knew that at the end of the half hour I A8 | ¢ ’ L e . et s dn ol L
o of 1t u eavesror " I ) 1 wat { me close all the while, count ten—tedl you thelr names, their whereabouts should not tell: at the end of the flogging I should He went off down the corr i
! ( ! 1 . ' : iid —everything—were it not for one man who stood ShoU ‘.l'l ’[ e l:\"'l\rnr(l monsieur: {HatT would have angrily on me. o
oo o | y There {8 no my friend.” not tell. I'had wi 8 R b b “Mon dieu, Felix, you have got me into a nle . 4!
P | : i U, 1er AR AL 1 done had it been the breaking up of a thousand _ _ h tarna I eRantL f the praises s i)
hod i \ t 10 \ i S ! of your plan through the The duke's eyes flagshed, oaths. Iut give up Yeux-gris? Not it they tore geraps with your eterna Cfll"‘ ng o 1 UD ¢ .
\ Yo | ‘! hi aks of and thinks to: make “You eall him that—my assassin!" n;“ lin-nh frwn Y :rf m‘qnsh.np, H}w ns( n_t:)t 1 bhﬂA‘l get a beating for
t H } : Lt y tiale of murder.” “He i{s an n iin,'" I was forced to answer; s Algisiaay pis) o AroE “r t. Vigo never forgets.”
1 3 ) \ VT monsieur “You may think “even mongiour's assassin—and a perjurer. DBut— What is it all about?" erfed Marcel n'pmln. You “I am sorry. 1 said. “We should not have been
i . ' SRR S : ", look as glum as a Jesuit In Lent. What is the o S
1 \ that for he is a stranger to you, But I but, monsieur, he saved my lil» from the cther at e R S talking of it
o e was a fool sometimes, but he was the risk of his own, How can I pay him back by “,,' h'n" oL f‘ ‘; .01"0“ I sald gloomily *No, we should not. Come over here where wo
: Felis 1 . ot You used to be fond of me, Felix. betraying him?” .,“,h':‘:'hfl“',"‘ “‘4' "m"m: Stort at8 g : an watch both doors and I'll tell you the rest be-
pened t ke you consort ny  “According y m ¢ \ traved y AVE-VOLL.L " s the old lynx gets back.”
hNto M Taatniained  Consthnt v ' prigt o iR RN b ynu.,\"‘w”“u’ REFyoups owm 7accannt e abakIaxe ".\ﬂlh'inﬁ_”';‘t I can speak’ about. But I am out 'ng‘\'omr:‘n“(‘llol\i‘-n SIoAG tn;:-'\:hor, and he proceeded
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